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MEANWHILE

Indicated. In her present mood Philip's energy blended in thought
with the kicking, struggling energy within, behaving already like
another Philip eager to get at Issue with the world. She thought of
her child still as It, and marvelled how little she had pictured its
Individuality or troubled about its outlook. She had questioned
Mrs. McManus and learnt how widespread was this imaginative
Indifference of expectant mothers. She had had a few dreams of
something infantile and delightful flitting about the great garden,
but they were always shadowy, and now it seemed that It was not
to spend its childhood in the garden. Philip said they were to
leave Gasa Terragena. He, she and It. She did not want to leave
Gasa Terragena. She did not want to leave this room and this
bed any more.
She knew this was a mood. She knew that when the time came
she would leave Gasa Terragena with a stout heart. Philip was
her mate and captain and leader and whither he led she would
go. But this afternoon she saw that without emotion, as an
accepted fact of her circumstances and moral nature. The garden
had become very dear to her In these last few weeks, very close
and significant. Here it was that she had first experienced that
sense of God at hand that comforted and sustained her now so
mightily. She would be loth to leave the place. But God could be
apprehended in many places. And she would remember.
There was something here that her mind made an effort to
retain and examine. This apprehension of God was a matter
about which she had to write to Philip. She had never told him
about it. It was very secret and difficult to tell. For some days she
had been brooding upon that. Yesterday and the day before she
had had a peculiar disposition to put things tidy. She wanted
every thing in order, apple-pie order. She had made Frant unpack
her clothes and linen from drawers and cupboards and helped
her to replace it with a meticulous precision. She had put her
writing-desk in order and tapped her row of little reference books
into the exactest line. The green leather book had been minutely
corrected and at last her mind had settled upon the one conclusive
act of tidying up that remained for her to do, to explain to Philip
about her God. But she was as lazy now as she was orderly. She
had no sooner taken a sheet of paper to write than she decided to
lie down. A queer disturbing sensation had come to her when
she had posed herself to write, a novel challenging sensation. She
would rest a little while and then she would write.